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they did not speak until they reached the office of
Mr. Davids, above a billiard room.
Old Jolyon ascended, stumping the stairs with
his umbrella ; young Jolyon followed with his
head down. He was bitterly ashamed ; it is
probable that old Jolyon was even more so.
The money-lender was in his inner office, just
visible through the half-open doorway. Old
Jolyon pushed the door with his umbrella.
Mr. Davids rose, apparently surprised, and
stood looking round his nose in an ingratiating
manner.
* This is my father/ said young Jolyon, gazing
deeply at his boots.
6 Mr, Davids, I think ? * began old Jolyon.
'Yeth,   Thir.     What   may   I   have   the
pleasure-----'
* You were good enough yesterday to advance
my son the sum of a hundred and fifty pounds, for
which he signed a promissory note for an ex-
tortionate amount.    Kindly give me that note,
and take this cheque in satisfaction,'
Mr. Davids washed his hands.
* For what amount ith your cheque, Thir ? 5
Old Jolyon took a cheque from his pocket and
unfolded it.
' For your money, and one day's interest at
ten per cent/
Mr. Davids threw up his well-washed hands.
* Oh !  No, MithterForthyte ; no ! Thathixot
bithneth.   Give me a cheque for the amount of